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‘The moft lamentable Tragcdit 

For thefe, Tribunes, in the duftl write 
My harts deepe languor, and my foulcs fadl teares •• 

Let my teares fhnch the earths drie appetite, 
toy tonnes fweet blood, will make it fhameand blu/h 5 
O earth, I will befriend thceroore with raine 
That fhail diftillfrom thefe twoar.cienr ruincs, 

Then yourhfull Aprill /hall with all hi* (bowres. 

In Summers drought, lie drop vpon thee fhll 
In Winterwith armetcares lie melt thefnow. 

And keepe eternall fpring timeori thy face, 

So thou refufe to drinke my deere fonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius, -frith his tveapoitjrasvnc. 

Oh reitere*t Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde myfowies,rcucrfc the doome of death. 

And let mefay (that neuer wept before) 

.My teares are now preuailing Oratours. 

Lucius. Oh noble father you lament in vainc. 

The Tribunes hcarcyou not, nomanis by. 

And you recount your-forrowes to a (lone. 

Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue Tribunes ., once more lintreat ofyou. 

Lucius, My gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you (peak, 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey did hcare 
They vyonld not matke me, or ifthey did marke, V f 
All bootlcffevntothem. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the ffoncs, 

Who though they cannot anflvere my dift reffe, 

Yet in fomt fort they arc better then the Tribunes, ’ 

For that they wil 1 not intercept rny talc : 

When I doe weepe, they humbly atmy fecte, 

Receiue my teares, and feeme to weepe withme. 

And were they but attired in graue weedes, 

Rome could afford no T ribune like to thefe . 






of Thus Andronicus] 

A done is foft as waxe, Tribunes more hard then Hones ? 
A ftone is filent, and offendeth net, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemcn to death* 
gut wherefore ftandll thou with thy weapon drawne ? 
Lucius. Torefcue my two brothers from their death* 
For which attempt the Iudges haue pronounff 
JVjy euerlafting doome of banishment. 

Thus. O happy man,they haue befriended tbees 
Why fooli/h Lucsus, doff thou not perceaue 
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers l 
Tigers niuft prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then, 

From thefe deuourers tobebanifhed ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus hecre? 

Enter Marcus and Lanujj. 

(^Marcus, Titus, prepare thy noble eyes toweepc, 
OriFnotfo, thy noble heart to breakc : 

1 bring confumirgforrovv to thine age, 

Titus. Willitccnlumeme? Let me fee it then, 
rJMatc. 1 his wasthy daughter, 

Titus. Why f Marcus fo /he is. 

Lucius. Ayeme.thiiobieff kils me. 

Titus'. Faint-harted boy, arife and looke vpon her, 
Speake Lauinia, what acc urfed hand. 

Hath made thee handleffein thy Fathers fi^ht? 
Whatfoolehathaddedwater totheSca? ° 

Or brought a faggot .to bright burning Troy »" 
My.griefewas at the height before thou camff 

And now like it difdaincth bounds: 

Oiucmea fword He chop off my hands too, 
for they haue fought for Rome, and all in vainc 
And they haue nurd this woe, in feeding life*, 
in boofclcfle pray cr haue they bene held vp. 

And they haue feru'd me to effeaieflc vfc. 
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